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The Wild Sirsenilla 


A. Seed 


This book is dedicated to 
Mother Nature who gave us all 
our bodies. 


The night of faith knows that it is beautiful and salutary to be the 
individual who translates himself into the universal, who edits, as it 
were, a pure and elegant edition of himself, as free from errors as pos- 
sible and which everyone can read.. 

Soren Kierkegaard. 


Owed to Adam’s Pride 


A bunch 0° the boys were smokin’ it up 
At Simon’s house one night, 

When in walks Adam, grower of the Pride, 
To every one’s delight! 


Now the Pride as a plant is a very fine weed, 

(Best bushy pussies I ever had seed), 

Twinkles in the bud from the T H C 

(Tender, Heaving Convulsions’s what it means to me). 


So Adam lights up and we all begin to toke — 

Seemed like a long time "fore any of us spoke. 

In chimes Doug with a serious grin, 

“Don’t forget: the moon comes up soon as the tide 
comes in.” 


The music machine is squawkin’ a noise 

When a dry, parched thought strikes one of the boys, 
We all rush in and try to give aid: 

Throw him a metaphor ’afore his mind has strayed. 


Out comes I Ching and the stalks are tossed. 
Simon looks on as though he’s lost. 

Hexagram thirteen: Fellowship with Men, 

Below is Flame, above is Heaven: 

Fellowship with men in the open succeeds: 

We stoke our pipes with the blossoms of the seeds. 
(Good fortune. Perseverance furthers.) 


Simon Jeremiah. 
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PREFACE 


During World War II, the United States government grew 
cannabis in some midwestern states for the purpose of making 
rope. After the war, they abandoned the project. Since then, 


` Mother Nature has spread the weed far and wide. I travelled 
through a couple of those states, Kansas being one, and saw 


cannabis growing everywhere. Acres of it at a time. 

Cannabis is not a tender vegetable, it’s a hearty weed. If 
given the chance, it should grow as easily as any other hearty 
weed. All it needs is a helper to put its seeds in some oppor- 
tune places. Mother Nature can handle it from there. 

I have been growing seeded cannabis and sinsemilla wild 
for the past five years. That’s not counting my first three 
years of failures. Sinsemilla, which is simply a Spanish word 
for seedless cannabis, can reach a potency that will lift you 
right off the planet. In San Francisco, it sells for as much as 
$3,000 a pound. 

In the following pages [ll be relating experiences encoun- 
tered during my years as an underground gardener. PI also be 


i giving you some hints and guidance so that you can learn 


from my errors. I’d like to see everyone’s first year a success, 
then you'll be more anxious to try it again and again. Let's 


` get that homegrown “rolling” and get rid of high prices and 


all these “cops and robbers”? games that create such a weird 
vibe around the imports most of us are forced to smoke. 

I’m hoping that this book will encourage you to take the 
time to enrich yourself with the direct relationship between 
plant and planter and the vision inducing smoke the two of 
you shall create. Good luck! 


1 
GETTING STARTED 


I remember when I was young and we had this story book 
called “Johnny Appleseed”. I’m sure that many of us remember 
the story of the man who set out on foot and planted apple seeds 

1 everywhere he went. I liked the story alot. The thought of 

Pa rt a man taking such a great part in the creation of so much life 
impressed me. All he did was put the little seeds in the ground, 

and they grew on their own from there. Soon there got to be 


Gatker I RØ Ex per ie 6 big juicy apples on them that people and all sorts of creatures 


could eat. What a wonderful contribution to world existence. 


I like apple trees but I love cannabis most of all among 
my green growing friends. There’s just something about the 
sight and smell of a fully mature, sweet, crystal-coated sinsemilla 
beauty. The smell alone nearly knocks one out. Why, I remember 
once when the smell of a bud got hold of me and I ate it on the 
spot. Yum! Yum! 


Åg 


| Unlike Johnny Appleseed, I return periodically to the 
ever expanding seeds I planted. It's simple and easy plus it gives 
me another good reason for being out in nature. 


grew from there. The first physical manifestation was in March 
of 1969. I had my mom put aside all her used eggshell halves. 

I then took the shells and placed them in three egg cartons. 

I filled them up with dirt from the back yard and then put three 
or four seeds in each shell. I figured when they got to be about 
five inches high Pd take them out, crack them a little and set 
them in the ground someplace where there’s water. They had 
only been growing for about six weeks when a narc friend of 
my parents saw them on the back porch. He walked right up, 
looked at them and walked on. Well, we all know how smart 
narcs were back in those days. 


Very soon after that incident, my mom figured out what 


| Like all things my idea started in a seed form and then 
they were. I was away for three days, so 1 was spared the agony 


of watching the destruction of my first year's crop. My sister 
told me that my mom nearly flushed them down the toilet 
because she was worried about burning them in the incinerator. 


“People in the neighborhood might smell them!” After 
some reassurance from my sister, she did finally burn them. 
(The only proper way for a cannabis to go out.) 


I didn't let my first year’s failure give me a defeatist attitude. 
The next year, [ was working up at the seven thousand foot 
level and attempted to grow some up there. I didn’t start planting 
until June, so I was late to begin with. For the first couple of 
weeks after work, I'd hike around looking for suitable spots 
to put seeds in. I found a spring next to our camp and several 
small creeks a little further away. I put about a half ounce of 
seeds in the ground. I returned a few weeks later; nothing had 
come up. I returned again a week later and still nothing had 
come up. By the third visit, ] was enjoying bathing in the pure 
waters of one creek so much that it didn’t bother me that still 
nothing was growing. 


That whole summer I was constantly on the look-out 
for a clump of wild cannabis. It seemed so likely that some 
folks on their vacation would stop to smoke a joint and appreciate 
the wonderous beauty of the area. Of course, after rolling their 
joint, they'd scattered their seeds on the ground. It was a wild 
fantasy that had me hiking off on little tangents all the time. 
There was one kind of plant that must have fooled me twenty 
times. 


My seeds never did sprout and | never found that illusive 
clump of cannabis. I blamed it on the cold nights and the granite- 
filled soil. With my second year again a failure, I was still ready 
to try a third. 


In the spring of 1971, I was living in a small studio apartment 
with a lovely lady. There wasn’t enough space for us, much 
less enough space for plants. Somehow I did manage to finally 
provide a space for them in a cabinet under the sink. I set up 
a fluorescent gro-lux light and tin-foiled the walls. I left the 
light on for most of the day and planted the seeds this time 
in cut-off, half-galion milk cartons. I had about twenty-three 
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going. I remember my old-lady complaining about how I paid 
more attention to the plants than her. It seemed like I did usually 
hang out with them a couple of hours out of each day. They 
were doing poorly, so they needed a lot of attention. By the 

time they were four inches tall, they all needed sticks to prop 
them up. They just weren’t getting enough sun energy, so they 
kept on reaching for it. Consequently, the stems got too long 
and the plants would fall over. At the end of three months, only 
six or seven were still alive. I had decided to truck around for 

the summer, so I gave them to a friend to share in the responsibility 
and harvest. 


My friend was the saving-grace for three of those plants. 
The others gave up the spirit of physical existence. Edward P., 
as he was commonly known, lived upstairs above the garage of 
his parents’ house. He had a nice flat spot at the back of his 
roof that was concealed from the street. It seemed like a couple 
of everyone’s plants wound up there that summer. The only 
problem was that the trees kept the plants from getting more 
than four to six hours of sunlight. 


{ headed out to Canada and got back in time to see the 
blossoms of paranoia. The plants had grown too big for Edward 
P.’s nervous system. Ali the same, we did have enough time 
to take some pictures of our half-concealed faces peeking out 
from between branches and leaves (risk-kay!). Then, we immediately 
harvested. One of the three | was involved in got to be seven 
feet tall, but still we only got a total of four ounces out of all 
three plants. They weren't anywhere near maturity , so it was 
all leaf and no buds. Who knew what a bud was back in those 
days anyway? Big leaves were about the most exciting thing 
I could think of. We pressed and framed the huge ones. Why, 
there’s still one hanging on my wall today. 


The harvest was small, but at least I got a taste, which 
was enough to keep me going. I realized right away that they 
hadn't gotten enough sun. If they hadn’t been so sick, 1 would’ve 
planted them in the wild as planned. But as it was, they had 
needed hospital care. 
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2 
ANOTHER TRY 


Spring rolled along again only to find me living in a van. : 
Now talk about little space for plants, Mildred had no place 
at all for baby cannabis. She was a good truck, but definitely 
not spacious. I was left with only one alternative and that was 
again sticking the seeds in the ground and letting nature take 
its course. Ol Johnny would have been proud of us that year. 
We crawled around here and there while planting in two areas 
several miles apart from each other. The same lovely lady was 
with me, and we made a Sunday outing of it, picnic and all. 


و٠‏ ند 


Both of the areas were in some very vast farmlands where 
there are levees holding the rivers back and a ditch irrigation + 
system flowing out from there. We drove around for a while 
and found a road that was raised forty feet above the farm- 
lands as if it were a levee but instead it sloped down to a wide 
ditch and then flattened out from there. On the other side of 
the ditch, rows of sugar beets stretched for miles. So, on one 
side of the ditch it raised to the road and on the other side, it 
didn’t raise at all. Though the road was paved, we started planting 
anyway. We got half way between the road and the ditch and 
planted about every thirty feet for about a hundred and fifty 
yards. We skipped a few hundred yards and dropped right down 
next to the ditch and planted in the nettles and around some 
tall trees. At the time, the trees had no leaves on them so the 
shade factor was left unrealized until a couple of months later. 
Cars and trucks came by every five or ten minutes, but they 
were at a poor angle for looking down at our crouched, weed- 
hugging bodies. A vehicle was always good for a little rush of 
adrenalin to keep the excitement going. 


n The next area started at where a paved road met a small 
irrigation ditch that ran perpendicular. We went about twelve 
feet down the ditch and planted for about the next thirty feet. 
Some were close to the water, some were at the top of the ditch 
and everywhere in between. I needed to plant at varying levels 
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because I had no idea how high the ditch water would rise through 
the growing season, or how long the roots would grow by the 

time the dry season started. We then walked down the ditch 
about a hundred yards and planted a smaller area again at varying 
levels. We were done by early afternoon. 


A month and a half passed before I made my first return 
visit. The first area, halfway between the raised road and the ditch, 
had no plants growing that I could find. Further down the ditch, 
in the nettles, ] had a couple of spots where several babies had 
pushed their smiling faces above ground. I smiled back. I then 
checked down by the trees where nothing at all was happening. 

I went back and gave the babies a drink and then drove off to 
my other area. 


The beginning of the other area, which wasn’t more than 
twelve feet from the paved road had about fifteen babies growing 
mostly situated at the top of the ditch and a few a little closer 
to the water. There weren’t any that had started up right next 
to the water. I went to the next spot a hundred yards down the 
ditch and found two or three plants growing three feet from 
water. I concluded that cannabis must like moist soil but not 
constantly wet soil. I watered all in that area and then vanished. 


I let another couple months pass before returning again. 
This time I checked out the beginning of the first area only to 
once again find nothing. I then checked down by the nettles 
to find that my babies had grown a full three millimeters. Why 
they hardly looked any different at all. 1 watered them and then 
cruised over to the trees to confirm that vicinity’s total inadequacy 
to grow pot. Even if they had come out of the ground, the trees 
would not have allowed them enough rays to make it. 


1 drove to the other area and found the plants twelve feet 
from the paved road growing at a normal rate. I was relieved. 
As I watered them I realized there were fewer of them and that 
some of their lower leaves were dry, denoting lack of water. 


On my third visit, 1 decided to take seeds with me and 
try to replant some of the nettled spots that weren't producing. 
1 also took a fishing pole with me to give me a seemingly legitimate 
reason for being out there. This time I went straight to the nettles 
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and found that my babies had grown a whole half inch. I watered 
them and started planting seeds in the vacant spots. I heard a 
vehicle approaching on the sugar beet side of the ditch. | quickly 
flung my line into the water. My forehead turned into tiny 

beads of sweat as a border patrol truck appeared not more than 
fifty yards from me. It stopped. All my fears came to the foreground 
of my mind. To my relief a farmer appeared in his pick-up 

and started yelling at the patrol. I listened and heard that the 
farmer didn’t want any workers taken off his fields while there 
was work to be done. He threw a lot of harsh words around 

and finally they both drove off. Those vibes were the deciding 
factor that my present visit was finished in that area. Off I drove 
to number two. 


Number two was doing fine. About five of six plants were 
still there, twelve feet from the paved road. They were an average of 
two and a half feet high. There was only one small plant left at 
the area a hundred yards down the ditch. The banks were too 
steep to water that one, but I watered the others and split. 


1 then went trucking for a couple of months until the 
beginning of September. I was wetting my pants as a friend and 
myself pulled up to number two at around one in the morning. 

In hopes of seeing those big six foot tall beauties, I had my friend 
shine her lights on the spot twelve feet away. There was nothing 
there. In hopes of finding them smaller than 1 had imagined, 

I got out and crawled around. I found them all standing about 
three feet tall, brown, curled and dry. They didn’t look worth smoking 
so I didn’t even pick them. The next morning I set out to make 

a more thorough investigation. They were dry allright; but the one 
cannabis a hundred yards down was five feet tall and bushy. 

I rejoiced and drove off to the nettles. The plants there were 

still about an inch and a half high with no new ones having come 
up. Well, at least I had one big beauty to look forward to. 


Halloween arrives and I’m living two hours away from 
my plant and in possession of a broken down vehicle. 1 had a couple 
of friends who were going to that area for a visit so 1 gave them 
directions and permission to harvest. I was so excited that I slept 
at their house the night they were due back. They didn’t arrive 
until three in the morning and the rest of us were asleep. I woke 
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up around seven, completely overwhelmed with anxious anticipation. 
I didn't want to wake anyone in my excitement; so I searched 

the house and car for where my plant might be. The tension 

built as I couldn't find her. Fear of her loss and “No, she’s 
somewhere!” went through my head for the next couple hours 

until everyone got up. 


My friends had gone out there at night only to find huge 
clumps of mud packed up along the ditch and no plant. They 
said they had seen an earth-moving machine with a big scoop 
bucket on it not far from where my plant was supposed to be. 
“Oh, God! My beauty must be buried under a ton of mud somewhere.” 
I couldn't stand the idea of a complete loss, so I hitched to the 
area to dig through the mud in hopes of finding a semi-fresh 
cannabis. 


A friend and آ‎ drove out there with a hoe, a shovel, a pocket 
knife and a pillow case to stuff it in. I figured out about where 
it should have been. The ditch had certainly been dug out and 
there was plenty of mud to play with. We dug around for about 
two and a half hours and found a branch of the plant just as 
we were about to guit. We did a thorough digging in the immediate 
vicinity for the next hour. It was nowhere and my friend had had 
enough. Even as we drove off, ] was unable to accept the total 
loss. I just couldn't believe that all my work had gone to nothing. 
I came up with one last desperate hope: maybe something had 
grown in number one that somehow I had missed. I had to 
nearly beg my friend to drive the two miles out of our way 
to check one last time. That entire planted area stretched for 
about a mile. I sat up on the hood of the car as we slowly drove 
down the road. I yelled in excited jabber when I spotted a huge 
queen cannabis not more than twenty feet from the road. “Stop! 
Stop! Stop!” My heart picked up its beat and the adrenalin 
started. “Where? Where is it?” “Right there.” I pointed to it. 
“You mean that Christmas tree?” “Yeah!” That sent the adrenalin 
into his veins. 


My friend became nervous as I became anxious. The plant 
was in very clear sight of the road. He was saying that maybe 
we should come back at night but I didn’t want to wait a minute. 


I looked around and felt no danger at all. We quickly 
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decided upon a plan where I would cut and pack the plant and he'd re- 


turn with the car in ten minutes. This way the parked car wouldn’t 
draw attention to the spot and he’d be safe. I jumped into the 
weeds and started to cut it from the top down, struggling with 


my dull pocket knife. I heard a car and immediately froze. 1 looked 


up in time to see someone’s mother in a brown station wagon. 
She didn't see me. I got back to work and had a full pillow case 
with the bottom half of the plant still standing. “Shit, short 

a pillow case.” While waiting, I noticed there were a few small 
females snuggled in close with big mama. I also had time to 
notice the nearly leafless, spent males nearby. They had done 
their job well for all the females were bulging with seeds. My 
friend drove up. I jumped in and we were gone. 


Reeking with the smell of fresh cannabis, we got to a main 
four-way stop in town and the car broke down. We were so quick 
in getting out and pushing that car over to the curb that I don't 
think anyone present had forgotten who’s turn it was next to go. 
The car was a station wagon, so we set the pillow case on the 
floor of the back seat and covered it with a jacket. We rolled 
the windows up very tight and locked it up. We hitched right 
over to a friend’s house and borrowed her car. We went back to 
the station wagon, got it started and then went and stashed 
the pillow case. For obvious reasons, we decided to use her 
car to finish the harvest. We did it the same way the second 
time around and everything went smoothly. We even used another 
white pillow case. 


Now, 1 had two pillow cases full of seeded cannabis that 
I wasn’t about to hitch home with. It turns out that the same 
beautiful lady we borrowed the car from had a mysterious six 
foot long shaft above her ‘frig which was set in the wall. She 
kindly let me use the shaft to dry the plants. I hung the plants 
at the top of the shaft and then tacked a sheet up to close off 
the bottom. We certainly didn’t want seeds and leaves scattered 
all over the top of her ‘frig. 1 thank her again now for her kind- 
ness. 


I had heard somewhere that cannabis should be left to dry 
for 10 days. 1 returned in ten days to find my plants crispy 


dry. Lots of them were so dry that the buds fell apart as I was 
removing them from the main stem. My lady friend said the 

smell permeated her kitchen for several days which had her a 

little worried. But now everything was over except for the smoking 
of the fine herb. The total weight came to a bit over two pounds; 
so we figured the queen must have weighed a pound and three- 
quarters herself. I am glad to say that many friends shared in 

my harvest joy. 


3 
NINETEEN SEVENTY THREE 


The last year's harvest was definitely more than a taste; 
it was nourishment. This year I decided to take the whole thing 


much more seriously. I set aside an entire month for my planting. 


Tused last year's seeds and some that had been given to me. 

My equipment was: a small U.S. Postal van that only went forty- 
five miles per hour and had the steering wheel on the wrong 

side, a pair of rubber boots, green army pants, a green or brown 
shirt. a faded dirty grey jacket, a small fold-away shovel (not 

a tinfoil one from Taiwan), a canteen, a brown paper bag lunch, 
gloves and, last but not least, my watering apparatus, which 
consisted of a six foot stick with a gallon plastic jug loosely 

tied to one end. I didn’t want to sink in the mud while getting 
water. 


I would get up early, eat breakfast, make my lunch and 
then be off to work. I drove around on farm roads looking for 
good ditches for hours on end. Sometimes it would take up the 
whole morning. I planted along a lot of ditches, sloughs and 
rivers that year. I had become very aware of the varying water 
levels, so Pd always plant at several different distances from 
the water. I’m sure | used up at least a pound of seeds. 


I remember one ditch in particular that had a lot of trees 
and bushesin it. Pd be down there chopping away cattails and 
terracing the side of the ditch while farmers drove by in their 
pick-ups. I could see their faces as clear as day but, because of 
my absence of motion and earthy-colored clothing, the farmers 
never Saw me. Seeing their faces and knowing that meant it 
was possible to see my face as well got a little spooky. To avoid 
attention, I finally got to where Pd turn my face to the ditch 
until the noise passed. I did several different spots in that ditch 
and separated each by several hundred yards. In case one spot 
was found I didn’t want them to find the others. 


I was out one day, parked my van up on the levee and 
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started to plant the ditches in the farmland below. I’m not more 
than fifty yards away when the farmer arrives. He parks next 

to my van, gets out and starts looking across his land in my 
direction. I slipped all the way down into the steep sided ditch, 
stuck my face to the dirt and prayed I didn’t lose my grip and 
fall into the water. I expected to hear any second, “Hey, you! 
What are you doing down there?” It didn’t happen. Instead 

I waited and finally heard a car door slam and the start of an 
engine. That was much too close for comfort. I left soon after- 
wards. 


Because the season before had produced such a giant without 
any attention at all, I decided not to return until harvest time 
to any of my spots. That summer I heard a rumor that a plant 
was at its most potent stage just before seeding. 1 returned at 
the beginning of September in hopes of catching them at that 
stage. I spent a day and a night checking all the areas. (I had 
made a complete written list of them.) Only three areas had 
cannabis growing. I wanted to try out the rumor, but yet also 
keep a few plants growing in case it didn’t work. 1 decided to pick 
two ditches and all of the third except for four plants. 


I began the harvest at sunset. First, I did the ditch where 
the four plants were to be left. I would walk along, spot a cannabis, 
pull it up, and then leave it in the weeds next to the road. At the 
end I returned by way of the road and picked up the plants as 
I went. 1 had dinner and then went out around 11:30 p.m. 
for the other two areas. It was a normal night except for these 
strange gusts of wind that were happening at the ditch with the 
trees. It seemed as if gusts would come from several different 
directions and never last very long. Almost as if something alive 
but invisible was moving around near me. It kinda spooked me 
a bit, so I went right to work and got out of there. I don't re- 
member the gusts being at the second area where the harvest 
went fine. I made the two and a half hour drive home the next 
day. 


Another thing I had heard was that if I boiled the roots 
before I hung them upside down that it would cause the sap to 
go to the ends of the branches and into the leaves. It was awkward 
as all hell trying to hold a seven foot plant upright in a boiling 
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pot of water which had to be on a hot plate on the floor because 
of the height of the cannabis. To complicate matters further, 

I had gotten some dirt from the roots on the leaves during the 
harvest. Now the steam from the boiling water was turning that 
into mud. So, as I held the cannabis, I was looking for something 
to remedy the mud problem. It was a hectic operation, but 

I did manage to stop the mud from happening. I hung them 

up and then laid back. 


While I was lying there it suddenly dawned upon me that 
I had missed a couple of small plants that I had set along side 
the road at the ditch where I had left the four plants growing. 
I didn’t want to see the plants go to waste, and I was worried 
that if they were found, that might lead to the other four’s 
discovery. In a momentary panic, I called a friend and asked 
him to go out there, walk along the road, and see if he could 
find the plants lying there. 


Four days passed and I got to try out my new crop. It 
was poor: no where near as good as the last year’s seeded. It 
was no more or less than just leaf. Two pounds of leaf, not 
dynamite. The early harvest and boiling of roots didn’t help at 
all. I laid back and started telling myself that it was really smart 
to have left those four plants growing. “Hey! I wonder if George 
ever picked up those two plants alongside the road?” I better 
call him and see what happened.” I called him. He told me 
that he couldn’t find the ones along side the road but that he 
had found some along side the ditch that he had pulled up for me. 
“Oh, shit!” It’s too bad, but there were only two pounds of 
leaf to feed our minds that year. 


4 
SINSEMILLA AT LAST 


The next year the one thing I swore is that I wouldn’t pull 
up any plants until they were fully mature; no more boiling 
them either. That spring I set out to plant the three ditches 
that had produced the year before. At first 1 couldn't find 
the one with the trees. I drove back and forth trying to remember 
where it was. I finally realized that it had to be this ditch that 
was all burned out with a lot of bare stumps sticking out like 
blistering sores. What an ugly, bare scar it was. It was no wonder 
the place had been so strange my last night there. Needless to 
say, I didn’t plant that ditch. The next ditch seemed fine again, 
so I spent a couple of days planting it. The third ditch, where 
the four plants were supposed to have been left, I decided was 
too close to the paved road. Plus, it had a lot of little fishing spots 
along it. 


I had decided earlier not to plant where the giant seeded 
two years ago had blossomed into full maturity. It hadn’t produced 
anything the last year and I had planted it extensively. 


After planting only one ditch, I was almost back to the 
beginning again, looking for suitable ditches. I found a nice 
long ditch which had a lot of wildlife in it. While planting, the 
frogs would hear me coming and because the water was only about 
four inches deep, they couldn’t swim away. Instead they’d make 
a series of splashy leaps through the water. There were crawdads 
and underwater snails also. Every once in a while I'd be scared 
to death by a pheasant that would take off right in front of me. 
There were some wild ducks, too. All this wildlife caused me 
to realize that in these vast farmlands it was only in the ditches 
that nature still survived in its natural state. 


The next spot I found was literally right under the farmer's 
nose. It was in a very deep ditch; Pd say about thirteen feet. 
A road ran along the top of it on one side; on the other side 
there were rows of asparagus. Both the road side and the asparagus 
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side were at the same level. On the road side the ditch fell straight 


down into the water except for this one spot. There it only 

fell about ten feet to an eight-by-thirty-foot pad that was above 
water level. This was a primo spot. The only way a farmer could 
see me was if he climbed out of his truck, walked to the edge 

and looked straight down. I turned the soil and planted that 
entire pad as several vehicles passed overhead. By the end of 

my planting I had a total of three ditches. 


Keeping my ears open, I heard a couple more rumors. 

One was to pinch off all the huge sun leaves and the end of each 
branch two or three times through the season. This was supposed 
to cause a bushier plant as well as more buds. Another rumor 
was to pull up the mate plants as soon as they showed their faces. 
This was supposed to keep the females from becoming seeded. 
Last year the rumors didn’t work out at all, so this year I decided 
to only try them on the eight-by-thirty-foot pad. I did the other 
two ditches by the “don't touch them and they'll do fine” theory. 


I went back two or three times that season to pinch off 
sun leaves and the end of branches, on the two plants growing 
at the pad. I did it sparingly so as not to invest too much into 
an unproven rumor as I had done the year before. On those trips 
I would also go by just to see how the other two ditches were 
doing. 


At the beginning of the season those two ditches had numerous 
plants growing in them. As time went on, the weeds that were also 


getting plenty of water over took and swallowed up all of the 
cannabis. It was terrible to see about sixty two-inchers in a three- 
by-four foot spot and zero upon the next visit. Or, how about 
fourteen two-footers on one visit and nothing on the next! 

Each time I would return to find that the undergrowth had 
become the overgrowth. I found that the destruction was caused 
mostly by cattails and another plant I still haven’t identified. 

I guess those plants don’t like to give up their space too easily. 
So, my “don’t touch them and they'll do fine” theory didn’t 
work at all that year. 


At the beginning of September I returned again to the 
eight-by-thirty foot pad. I was just in time to catch the smaller 
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of the two plants reaching male maturity. Luckily its flowers 
hadn’t opened yet. I pulled it up and pinched back the end 
of the branches on the female. 


My next visit was around the beginning of November. 
I had a photographer friend with me because I was expecting 
something exceptional compared to my previous years. We slid 
down to the pad and our eyes beheld a wondrous sight. It was 


a bushy thirteen-foot queen cannabis. Her seedless fruit was so 


heavy that all her branches were bent over pointing to the ground. 
Upon close inspection we beheld the fragrance of heaven and 

and gazed upon the crystal-coated buds. This was indeed one 

of mother nature’s jewels. Never have I seen anything more 
beautiful. That night under the cover of darkness, I cut her 

down and drove her home. 


The next day I hung her branches in my bedroom to dry. 
I used a small electric heater and covered all the windows. I 
left it this way for four days. During that time I greatly enjoyed 
her elegant fragrance as I dozed off to sleep. Friends would often 
come over to hyperventilate, meditate, and vibrate. The smell 
was divine. 


After four days the queen cannabis was the right dryness 
for storing. I had been careful not to over dry her into a crisp 
pile of shake. Afterwards, I sat in my bedroom for hours on 
end pulling the sun leaves from each bud. It was like removing 
the husk to reveal the glistening corn. Sometimes I’d get out 
my magnifying glass and stare at it until my open mouth would 
become dry. Truly each bud deserved to be exhibited on black 
velvet. At times it terrified me to think that each jewel would 
be burned and its visual beauty destroyed. Her final weight 
was two glorious pounds. 


Upon first smoking it, it seemed as though my saliva glands 
were overproducing at an enormous rate. I was gulping down 
spit by the spoonfuls. I became seriously concerned and worried. 
Luckily a friend showed up to tell me it was probably just normal 
salivation which I wasn’t used to feeling because of the usual 
cotton-mouth. This sinsemilla was so strong that it only took 
a couple hits before I was thoroughly stoned. It was agreed upon 
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by all that none had smoked better, and it was agreed upon 
by many that it was the best they had ever smoked. 


It was so good that I fell in love with it. With my heart 
full of love, I would present huge buds to dear friends. Everyone 
wanted to smoke some. Id light up several times a day. Bliss 
was never closer. I carried a three foot magic wand into a Thanks- 
giving Day party and left everyone speechless. 


The lady of my life would wear plump corsages of it on 
special occasions. We smoked and smoked and smoked. After 
a couple of months of daily smoking, I was openly admitting 
my addiction and loving it allthe way. Reality turned to paradise, 
unaltered by change or time. Days came when I'd smoke and 
not feel it at all. Finally my nights became sleepless and my 
vibration extremely intense. My eyes grew wider than wide 
open; my adrenalin was flowing constantly. The laws of physical 
existence became lost as my fantasies grew to become my total 
reality. In the climax I gave my body to love and flew towards 
the sun. It was a painful but illuminating experience. Afterwards, 
I felt it necessary to stop smoking for a couple of months in order 
to allow my THC content to decrease. 


5 
AN ATTEMPT AT THE BIG TIME 


By the following spring I had ended my cannabis fast and 
was ready to plant again. I had found the secret to growing 
the most powerful pot possible; so I was looking forward to 
a very good year. I had grandeur dreams of a twenty pound 
sinsimilla harvest. I wasn’t gonna fart around this year; I was 
again down to serious business. 


To save time, I decided to plant the same three ditches 
as last year but this time, weed each spot and pinch each cannabis. 
In the two unproducing ditches of last year, we planted a three- 
hundred yard stretch on both sides of each ditch. We spaced 
each spot between five and twenty feet from the previous. 
The total number of spots in the two ditches was somewhere 
around two hundred. 


In the third ditch I planted the eight-by-thirty foot pad 
which had produced last year’s queen. I used nothing but my 
best seeds there including some of the few from the queen herself. 
I then walked several hundred yards down further to where the 
ditch didn’t have such a steep drop. I planted a hundred yards 
of one side there. 


My first visit was about a month later to weed. The plants 
had only two to four leaves on them at the time. One of the 
Jarge ditches had several hundred babies, and the other large ditch 
only had about thirty. The eight-by-thirty-foot pad had about 
sixty. The hundred-yard stretch further down had only two. 


My second visit which was another month later was a real 
work-out. In some spots, the weeds had grown to three feet 
tall. Both my hayfever and my grass allergies were activated. 
Every day I was in the high weeds, I'd break out in an itchy 
rash that would sting when sweat hit it. I wound up packing 
wet mud on it to cool it. The pollen I was shaking all over created 
itchy eyes and a stuffed-up nose. Usually by one or two o’clock 
I was heading home in search of relief. 
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Where the tall grass was, my plants did poorly. All their 
energy had gone into the length of their stems in order to compete 
for sunlight. Consequently, when the grass was removed many 
of the plants fell over. They were a mess. 


On top of weeding, pinching and thinning, I also did some 
transplanting. When I thinned, I would gently pull up the plants, 
roots and all. I would then wrap their roots in a wet handkerchief 
until I came to a spot that had been planted but wasn’t producing. 
There I would re-plant them. This was a great little added operation 
but doomed to failure in the end. 


On my third visit which was another month later, I again 
weeded, pinched and thinned. By this time, the number of plants 
had decreased greatly. I had about a hundred in the largest ditch, 
about four in the other large ditch, about twenty-five at the eight- 
by-thirty-foot pad, and zero at the hundred yard stretch down 
further. 


I decided to attempt a re-seeding at the large ditch that 
had only four plants. There were around a hundred hoed up 
spots there that weren’t doing anything. I went out with a friend 
on what turned out to be a “hide and seek” adventure. There 
was a tractor which came up to the ditch we were in, at the 
end of each row it was cultivating. At times we could see both 
the tractor and driver. I decided to use my old look at the dirt 
trick to keep from drawing attention my way. The growing 
noise of the tractor made it so I didn’t even have to look up 
to know it was time to look down. We re-planted that ditch right 
there under his nose. It didn’t do us any good in the end because 
nothing came up. 


I visited the ditches every month for the length of the 
entire season. Somewhere around the middle of the season 
the water was raised to a higher level at both the big ditch and 
the eight-by-thirty-foot pad. The bottom part of many of the 
cannabis stems were under water. I felt that if the situation 
progressed, it would mean the death of seventy percent of my 
future crop. To remedy the situation, I lowered the farmers 
water gate at my big ditch, just part way. 


At the eight-by-thirty-foot pad, I pulled up the threatened 


plants, roots and all. I then waded with them through the thick 
mud in the bottom of the ditch to other potential spots. I cleared 
the spots and re-planted my teenagers. It’s too bad that after such 
a lengthy operation none of them survived either. * 


Before long some of the plants had grown to be four feet 
tall. Working on them in broad daylight got to be a little nerve 
racking. The tops of plants sticking three feet out of the ditch 
got very hard to pinch while trying to keep our heads out of 
sight at the same time. (There were several houses not more than 
a quarter mile away from the big ditch.) We decided to make 
our following visits at night and work by the light of the full 
moon. We’d bring our lunches and snacks and have a great time. 


At night the adventure ran high. Everything was so beautiful 
and quiet; after all, it’s a time when most of the human population 
sleeps. I was able to watch the moon move across the sky as 
clouds would come and go. My behavior greatly puzzled a barn 
owl who several times nearly caused me to shit my drawers. 

I could never see him until he was about fifteen feet away. One 
time I was bent over and felt his shadow come over me. I looked 
up just in time to catch him looking back at me over his shoulder, 
not more than five feet away. He’d check me out three or four 
times a night. Many times he'd squawk when he was close by. 
Eventually I gave up my fear of him and grew to love him as 

a very special friend. 


Atnight we decided we could no longer park the car at 
the usual spot by the paved road because it would create too 
much suspicion. So 1 parked it a couple of miles away at a resort. 


Be That was my second to the last failing attempt at transplanting 
and re-seeding. Perhaps the transplants would ve worked if I 

had dug up a huge clump of dirt along with the roots instead 

of just loosening the ground and then pulling up the plant by 

its lower stem. When I was thinning it was impossible to take 

a clump of dirt without endangering the babies left behind. 

When moving the teenagers the same problem was present. 

I figured the re-seeding wasn’t working because it was just too 

late in the season for the seeds to receive enough moisture for 
germination. 


I'd then get out my bicycle and ride over a dirt road to the ditch, 
where most of the time my partner, who I had dropped off, 
was waiting. 


One morning after sunrise I told my partner to hide in 
the bushes while she waited for my return in the car. She wanted 
to stay in the ditch, but agreed to the bushes as I rode off. 
When I returned, she told me that she had just climbed into the 
bushes when a pick-up arrived and drove down the road at the 
ditch’s edge. Had she been sitting there, questions certainly 
would have followed. We always had to be careful not to stay 
too late past dawn to avoid the farmers, who get up with the 
light and work hard all day. 


By the end of the second month of night visits, the big 
ditch had at least twelve six-footers, ten four-footers, and about 
thirty smaller ones. They all had been pinched several times 
and were as wide as they were tall. I attempted to cut a couple 
of feet off the top of the big plants so they would not be so 
obvious. After doing it to one, I stopped. It was like taking 
a beautiful painting and cutting off a third of it. I just couldn’t 
do it to these majestic queens. I figured that they weren’t going 
to grow much bigger before they started to pour their energy 
into their reproductive organs, at which time energy for length 
and width would no longer be available. 


The next night visit was in September to remove the males. 
I stopped by the big ditch to drop my partner off. I pulled the 
car in where we used to park and noticed that an earth-mover 
had been there. I was shocked to see such abrupt change. “What 
could this mean?” Dazed, we both stayed in the car and drove 
off. After discussing it for awhile, we decided that I would 
drive back alone to scout the place. After leaving my car, I noticed 
right off that there had been a bulldozer in the bottom of the 
ditch; it was twice as wide. I ran further down towards where 
the plants started. The bulldozer hadn’t been that far down, 
but there had been a crane with a bucket in there scooping out 
the bottom. My hopes were rejuvenated. Any second I expected 
to see my majestic queens towering over the top of the ditch. 
in all their splendid glory. Instead, all I found was several stumps. 
My heart grew heavy. I looked for and found a few very small 
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plants. Being the smallest, they had gone unnoticed. ۱ could 
hardly believe all those plants and work had vanished. 


| picked up my partner and told her what had happened. 
We figured that the machine operator must have been a pot 
smoker. It was the dream I had always dreamed, finding a herd 
of plants out in the wilderness. I hope that whoever it was had 
smoked them. The queens deserved at least that much. 1 stopped 
at a Minute Mart on the way home and bought a six-pack of 
malt liquor. I got crying drunk. 

Most, but not all, was lost. The few babies that had been 
left were gone by my next visit. That made a zero out of my 
biggest ditch. Two of the four plants at the eight-by-thirty- 
foot pad had been males, so I pulled them up. Two of the five 
small ones at the other ditch had been males also. So, with 
a month and a half left, I now had only five plants as compared 
to the sixty or so I had going a month ago. 


After another month, I returned again. It was night and 
I went to the smallest ditch first. We harvested two sinsemilla 
two-footers and left a three-footer. We then drove to the big 
zero to see if just maybe a few very little ones had been missed. 
We parked in our daylight parking spot and trucked on down 
the ditch. While we were down there, a squad car pulled up to my car. 
They shined their spot light on the car and started snooping 
around with their flashlights. I immediately remembered the 
two plants sitting in the trunk. My friend who was new to this 
line of work got jumpy. He thought we should go talk with 
them. I figured that our best bet was to just sit still. As long 
as they couldn’t get into the car, it was safe; and as long as they 
weren’t near us, we were safe. At one point a cop crossed the 
road and started to shine his light down the ditch towards us. 
We weren't in his light, so we quickly receded further down the 
ditch. By now we were getting pretty nervous. A motorcycle 
cop arrives and joins the search for us. They kept pretty much 
in a fifty yard radius of the car. Forty-five minutes had passed 
and they were still there. We started thinking that perhaps it 
was the police that had cut down the plants and that they had 
plans of hauling off the car. After an endless amount of time, 
they got in and on their vehicles and split. We were able to 


watch their headlights until they disappeared in the distance. 


We weren't sure if they were going to wait for us somewhere 
or what. This ditch was overflowing with trouble. I made the 
decision right there to never step foot in it again. We wished 
the one tiny plant that was left good luck on the propagation 
of its children and theirs. “May your family tree grow and someday 
ال5‎ all these ditches.” We scurried back to the car. We got in 
and drove with our headlights off to a small dirt road a half mile 
away; here we stashed the two plants. From there we drove 
away and never once did we see any flashing red light in the 
rear view mirror. 


The next morning we picked up our stashed plants and 
drove to the eight-by-thirty-foot pad. We parked the car at the 
usual place which was the junction of four different dirt roads. 
Because it was daylight, we were carrying frog gigs to help us 
look legitimate. Just as we started to walk away from the car, 
a pick-up started heading in our direction. We immediately 
went into our frogging act. We headed down the ditch in the 
opposite direction from the pad; searching the ditch with our 
eyes as we went. We carried on with our frogging and paid no 
attention to the pick-up. It turned down towards the pad and 
headed for the paved road. 


So as not to draw any suspicion, we kept on the same 
course. All of a sudden, 1 spotted several cannabis plants directly 
ahead. Both my eyes and mind took a re-take. “What?!” Sure 
enough, there they were: an eight-footer, a six-footer and a 
couple of smaller ones. How totally unbelievable. We walked 
right up to them, touched them and saw that they were ready 
to harvest. These plants had obviously started from the seeds 
I had planted. I hadn’t been able to find any babies or teenagers 
earlier in the season, so I had assumed that this hundred yard 
stretch was a zero. But there they stood, a living monument 
to the “Don’t touch them and they'll do fine” theory. We decided 
to return that night to harvest these seeded queens and to check 
the pad. 


We again parked the car in the same place. First, we checked 
the pad. The two sinsemillas there had both split their lower 
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stems. This was the same thing that had happened to the big 
sinsemilla queen last year. It was due to pinching too early 

in the season. In all three cases, the stem came out of the ground, 
went up a couple of feet and then divided, as planned, where 

I had first pinched. Once the buds started to get heavy, the 

two stems at the divide would start leaning in opposite directions 
and this would cause the junction to split. Not either sinsemilla 
was quite ready to harvest, so we attempted to bring the splits 
back together with some rope. We then covered the rope with 
some thistle leaves. 


We hiked down to the seeded queens and started cutting 
them down. By the time we were done, we were carrying huge 
heavy armfuls of cannabis. We stuffed them in the trunk and 
headed home. After drying and trimming off the sun leaves, 
we found ourselves with three and a half pounds of some very 
good unexpected buds. The prize that really topped it off was 
that they carried next year’s climatized seeds. (The two two- 
footers from the other ditch only gave us a couple of ounces.) 


A couple of weeks passed and we returned to check the 
pad again. We found the biggest plant, which was ten feet tall, 
half ready to harvest. Each half, from the divide up, had grown 
at different rates. We decided to pick it and leave the other 
sinsemilla for another two weeks. Upon drying the ten-footer. 
we found it to be a direct descendant to last year’s queen sinsemilla. 
This one’s buds weighted in at a modest pound. 


It was daylight when I returned for the last time. I checked 
the six-foot sinsemilla down at the pad and saw that it was ready. 
Then, I drove down the ditch further to see if there were any 
more seeded cannabis down there that I had missed. Sure enough, 
there was another six-footer slightly hit by frost. It didn’t seem 
like anyone was out there, so I stopped right next to it and threw 
it in the trunk. That night at dusk I returned and harvested the 
sinsemilla. 


The next morning I went to the ditch where I had left 
the three foot sinsemilla growing and picked it. As I carried 
it to my car, I could see the vehicles passing on a nearby highway. 
I could also see the farmer plowing the field next to the ditch. 
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It was just one of those mornings that no matter how dangerous 
it looked, everything felt fine. 


It turned out to be a fair year, even after the big ditch 
transformed into the big zero and left me with only five percent 
of my original crop. After drying, the six foot sinsemilla weighed 
in at about the same as the previous ten-footer: one pound. 

The three foot sinsemilla weighed in at only about three ounces. 
That year's total tally was two and a guarter pounds of sinsemilla, 
about four pounds of seeded and several pounds of leaf. 


6 
CREATING A ROUTINE 


Spring keeps returning and so do I. This year, I decided 
I wanted to create a certain workable routine that myself and 
others could follow with ease and certainty of a harvest. For 
reasons of safety and peace of mind, I decided to do everything 
at night throughout the entire season. I started out with planting 
three areas, each far enough away so as no one would be found 
with the discovery of another. The ditches included the eight- 
by-thirty-foot pad and a two hundred yard stretch further down 
that same ditch. Then there was a new ditch on which we planted 
both sides for a hundred yards. The next night I followed that 
same ditch through the fields for about three-quarters of a mile. 
Here 1 was completely isolated from any road at all. I planted 
a 50 yard area, and then crossed over to the other side and planted 
a hundred yard area a little further down. I felt extremely good 
about this entire ditch because its bottom had just been scooped 
out; that eliminated the danger of it happening later in the season. 
It also gave me a feeling of helping Mother Nature by replanting 
a destroyed area. I didn’t even have to remove any weeds to 
make room for my plants. Everything had pretty much been 
left barren by the earth mover. 


My first visit which was about two months later, was mainly 
for removing weeds. Cannabis is such a slow starter as compared 
to other plants. I weeded all of the new ditch. The pad had 
only a couple of plants, so I didn't do any weeding there. I decided 
to use the two-hundred-yard stretch further down the ditch 
to further prove my “don’t touch them and they'il do fine” 
theory. “They made it by themselves last year, so they’ll make 
it by themselves this year.” 


My next two visits which were during the summer were 
for weeding, pinching and thinning. The two plants at the pad 
had failed to survive so I sadly crossed it off my list. It had 
served me well the past two years with a total of four pounds 
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of sinsemilla. It needed a rest anyway to replenish the soil. 

The first hundred yards of the new ditch only had about six plants 
growing due to the dominance of that certain kind of weed 

that had crowded cannabis out of a previous ditch. The other 
part of that ditch which was three-fourths of a mile into the 

fields was doing greatly with numerous plants on both sides. 


I was working on that area one morning at daybreak just 
before suntise when a labor bus pulled up and stopped about 
two hundred yards away. The workers got out and started walking 
into the field between me and the bus. There was no way for 
me to get out of the ditch without being seen. (I was wearing 
ared down vest.) I did the only thing I could. I turned my 
back to the whole incident and climbed out of the ditch. I kept 
walking in the opposite direction towards my car and never 
looked back once. There was no panic on my part so there 
was no cause for suspicion even though strange people climbing 
out of ditches at 5:30 a.m. is a very uncommon sight. 


I arrived for my second summer visit to find that a chemical 
fertilizer had been used on the field next to that same ditch. 
Everywhere it smelled like dead cows. The result was the death 
of about fifteen plants. All of which had been closest to the 
water. I did my work in one night and returned home. 


My fourth visit at the beginning of September was for the 
purpose of removing the males. I had been asked by Queen 
Cannabis to leave all the females undisturbed upon this visit. 
(The past two years I had pinched off all the female buds that 
I suspected of receiving pollen.) Many of the males had already 
opened their flowers upon my arrival, but still I respected the 
Queen’s wish even though it meant seeds on most of my plants. 
I removed the males in my new ditch and then went to check 
the other ditch where the “don't touch them and they'll do 
fine” theory was being tested once again. To my surprise, I 
found a four foot tall by four foot wide female growing right 
next to the road at the beginning of that two hundred yard 
stretch. I was certain that parts of the plant were brushing the 
sides of passing pick-ups, if not also the protruding elbows 
of the drivers. I searched further and found more plants. I returned 
to the first cannabis and cut it down to protect the cover of the 


other plants. I figured that the only way it could have gotten 
there is by a falling seed; either from last year’s harvest or this 
year's planting. By the time I left that ditch, I had discovered 
two five by five females, a couple of smaller females and some 
unopened males that I pulled up. This meant all four of the 
females in this ditch would be sinsemilla. 


One of the five by five females was a mutant. She had 
finger wide branches that abruptly ended with softball size buds. 
It was a dream come true for any grower. We named her “Mathilda 
and made it known that we’d love to see her more so than any 
of the others upon our return visit. 


> 


Because the males had matured a couple of weeks earlier 
than the previous season, we decided to return a month later 
to see if the females were going to be ready early also. The first 
plant we headed for was ‘Mathilda’. Visions of her fruit had 
visited me often that previous month. We converged upon the 
ditch with excited anticipation only to find that Mathilda had 
waltzed away. With her had gone her five by five sinsemilla 
sister who had been standing only about forty feet away. By 
this time, I had expected losses such as this, so the impact was 
minimal. All that was left in that ditch was two small sinsemillas, 
both immature. One I pulled up to protect the cover of the 
other, which was well hidden. 


The “dead cow” ditch had been undisturbed. The ladies were 
still not mature yet, but they were at the stage where I could 
teil which were producing seeds and which would be sinsemillas. 
The seeding ones had some real pretty crystals on them. | figured 
that they might be more potent at this stage, seeing how they 
hadn't given the majority of their energy to seeds yet. Considering 
what had just happened in the other ditch, 1 decided to harvest 
the seeding females. It was guite a heavy haul to carry the mile 
back to the car. Left behind were seven, six-foot sinsemilla 
beauties. At the front of the ditch, near the car, was another 
six-foot sinsemilla which I also left. 


The next time E returned, I knew for sure it was time to 
harvest my eight-plant sinsemilla crop. This being four times 
more sinsemilla plants than last year, and eight times more than 
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the year before that. Needless to say, I was guite thrilled just 
at the thought ofit. 


I pulled up the small loner in the ditch where ‘Waltzing 
Mathilda’ had been. I then hurriedly headed for the seven. 
And you know what? They weren’t there. “Holy shit! Is this 
to be the outcome of eight years of devoted service to Queen 
Cannabis?” I headed for the plant close to where the car was 
parked only to find that it had mostly seeded. “Oh, Queen 
Cannabis, is this all you’re leaving me after I so thoughtfully 
respected your wish?” I couldn't believe it. To leave with just 
one tiny sinsemilla plant seemed to be the ultimate of insults. 
“She wouldn’t do this to me; I know she wouldn’t.” I decided 
to search through the weeds in that immediate area in hopes 
of finding something to re-establish my faith. Well, there it 
was: aneight foot plant that had gone totally unnoticed through 
its entire growth. Many of the buds had only a few seeds. I 
thanked both Mother and the Queen for the unexpected pift. 
J drove home feeling truly loved; I realized that the seeded would 
have been lost also had I not respected the Queen’s wish. Had 
I made them sinsimilla by pinching off the pollenated buds, 
they would have been waiting for complete maturity with the 
other seven sinsemillas that were lost. 


The total dried harvest that season came to be around 
seven pounds of leaf, four pounds of some excellent seeded, 
and twelve ounces of mostly sinsemilla buds. Not bad for a 
poor year. 
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Part II 
A Fielä Gaide 


I 
THE TOOL OF HARMONY 


The first tool the underground gardner needs to under- 
stand 1s harmony. There is no need to follow the thoughtless, 
destructive example practised by the present controlling 
generation towards Mother Nature. Mother performs with 
balance. It is wise to be gardening within her balance if one 
wishes her support and help. If one robs Mother of her 
balance, one robs the cannabis of that balance as well. 

Cannabis is part of Mother’s queendom, as well as: the soil, 
water, air, birds, bugs, rodents, deer, humans, and other 
plants. To produce the most potent pot possible, one needs 
to gently suck on her tit. not bite it. When I’m out hoeing 
and I chop into an ant colony, I back off and give them their 
space. I can move so much more easily than they can. The 
bugs will greatly enjoy eating some of your babies. Please, 
don’t spray poison all over the cannabis, other plant life, air, 
soil, and .... Oh, yes! The bugs. If one overplants, he can 
afford to be a gracious host and allow the bugs their banquet. 
Rodents seem to find teenage cannabis quite pleasing to the 
taste. If you are having a problem with them, you will find 
that they detest cayenne pepper scattered around where it 
might enter their sensitive noses. Deer can be quite a problem 
in some areas; I suggest peeing or spreading bloodmeal 
around your cannabis. If you can get it, fresh blood from a 
large mammal is best of all. It creates a sense of danger and 
death. It makes it the kind of place a deer wouldn’t want to 
spend time at. For any kind of pest control, something that 
will perform within Mother’s balance can easily be found 
with a bit of research; don’t be a destructive, lazy, american 
slob. Remember that the entire environment around your 
weeds are contributing as a whole to your weeds’ health and 
growth. Treat everything with respect, and the area will grow 
to love you, and you it. 

Harmonizing with Mother can also be a way to conceal 
your cannabis and your presence. If Mother was the only one 
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in charge, she’d probably have marijuana growing in small 
scattered clumps here and there. If you do the same, your 
weeds will fit in perfectly with the natural surroundings. So 
perfectly, that the farmer could shit next to one of your 
bushes, use a leaf to wipe his butt and still be thinking about 
sweet Maybel back in the kitchen cooking those cherry pies. 
If you harmonize, no one will ever notice anything strange. 
Harmonize with the farmer too; don’t mess with his tools, 
fence or crops. Once I changed the water level in an irrigation 
ditch. Fm sure it drew attention and aided in the eventual 
loss of twenty-two big beauties. So, be cool. 

Harmony is what makes it all work. If you learn to harmo- 
nize, you become part of that great working whole called 
“Mother Nature”. Then and only then will you find your- 
self in the plenty and protection of Her nourishing bosom. 


II 
INNOCENCE 


Fear is probably the largest barrier that any underground 
gardener has to face. It lurks behind every tree and bush if one 
gives it enough attention. 1 feel the best weapon against fear 
is innocence. True, man’s law states that anyone cultivating 
cannabis is guilty. Believe it an you will be. You’ll act guilty; 
and whoever sees you will want to know, “why?” Believe 
you're innocent and you'll act innocent. 

The natural right of all walking or crawling creatures on 
this earth is the right to live on the ground and nourish 
themselves with the surrounding environment. Man’s greed 
has denied this right to many animals by killing those that 
were in his way. But most of all, man’s greed has denied this 
right to man himself. Many children are born without ground 
to stand on. Home is only a rented structure with little or no 
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land available to forage on or grow that which nourishes 
bodies and minds. It is a sad civilization that places greed 
above man’s natural right, but it is the civilization we live in 
and must deal with. Earth is still a somewhat plush garden, 
and the strong can still claim their natural rights. Claim 
yours: feel, believe and know your innocence. It is your 
natural right as a living creature on this planet to cultivate 
and smoke cannabis. (A gift from Mother Nature which 
nourishes the mind.) 
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If you truly believe in your innocence, you have nothing 
to fear from the police. Police are looking for guilty people. 
If you should encounter one upon your cultivating endeavors, 
don't let your innocence run off. He'll check to see if you’re 
a guilty person. Upon feeling your innocence, he'll return to 
his job — looking for guilty people. Treat a cop like your 
brother, and he'll treat you like he treats his brother. This 
may not be the same as you’d treat your brother. but it is in 
most cases a good form of co-existence. All cops I have met 
lately have been really nice guys because I treat them like 
nice guys. Try it; it benefits all involved. 


III 
DAYTIME PROPS 


For nearly my first four years of underground gardening 1 
did all my work in the daylight. Because I was working where 
others, including police, might see me I would on many 
occasions have some sort of prop with me to give me a 
seemingly legitimate reason for being where I was. 

I first realized the need for a prop when I was out with a 
couple of friends checking on some foot-high plants. We saw 
the farmer’s pick-up coming towards us. We casually walked 
further down the ditch to be away from the plants at the 
time of confrontation. He asked us what we were doing and 
the only thing | could think to say was that we were looking 
for frogs. I could tell it didn't make much sense to the farmer 
but he let it slide. After he left I pretty much felt like an 
idiot for presenting such a lame excuse. I knew that we had 
created suspicion in his mind. From there on out I made sure 
to have something with me to create a more feasible illusion. 


A fishing pole is a good one; it made me look good for the 
border patrol that time. I even brought a friend along with 
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me once who stood at the top of the ditch in plain sight of a 
well-traveled road and pretended to be fishing. Meanwhile 1 
was below him working on the cannabis. Another time I was 
walking on a farmer’s dirt road back to my car and out of 
nowhere the farmer on a tractor appeared on the same road 
coming my way. I couldn’t exactly jump into the bushes and 
hide. Luckily, I had a fishing pole and a bucket with me. 1 
nodded “hello” as we passed and he stretched his neck to see 
into the bucket. I just kept smiling at him and didn’t allow 
him to see that it was empty. 

My props vary greatly. I’ve even gone to the extent of 
catching crawdads near my home and taking them along with 
me while I’m in the ditches. Who could question my motives 
then? 


A frog gig is my favorite night time harvest prop. The one I 
like the most for other visits is the short version of Muriel 
Sweet’s book, Common Edible and Useful Plants of the West. 
It’s a good small field reference that can be taken out at any 
time. All that needs to be done is to start fiddling with the 
plant life next to you and intermittently look into the book. 
If by chance the land owner approaches and wants to chew 
the cud with you, be your innocence and don’t worry about 
how it’s coming across. You can either turn him on to some 
wild edibles or bore him into departing. You can also pick a 
fresh salad to eat with your sandwich at lunchtime. 


A man and a woman together is at times a good enough 
prop alone. Every farmer can create in his mind what a 
couple would be doing out in the wilds. It happened to 
myself and a lady once, and the farmer made up our excuse 
for us. “Out taking a walk, huh?” “Yeah, isn’t a wonderful 
day?” “Sure is.” When men see a woman they’re much 
more trusting and unsuspicious of your doings. 

A prop creates a certain sense of security for both you and 
the farmer or land owner. Take one along and create an 
illusion. Iti keep the farmer from having to worry about 
what the hell you’re doing out on his property, and it'll keep 
you from having to worry about what you’re gonna say if he 
comes Over to talk. It helps you both out. 


IV 
NIGHT VISITS 


The safety at night is much greater than during the day. 
Most کم‎ are cozy in their homes or out socializing. You 
can almost be sure that you aren’t going to run in 

. . t 

out in the wilds at night. j ×۲) 
A All of 1976 was done completely at night, mostly around 

1e full moon. The only things that can possibly cause sus- 
picion is your car or flashlight. The car must be well hidden 
from anywhere one might see it. If a cop sees a parked car at 
night you can be sure he'll stop to investigate. Another thing 
that can be done, as I have, is to park the car at a resort, bar 
اب‎ A station, etc. and ride a bike or walk to the planting 
area. motorcycle is easy to stash but h 
4 25 ard to carry a 

A flashlight should never be pointed anywhere but at the 
ground. If anyone were ever to catch a flash of that beam it 
would for sure cause some suspicion as to what was going on 


out there. A friend once was checking his plants and was 
shining his flashlight in all sorts of directions. A farmer saw 
the flash and drove over to investigate. He came upon my 
friend while he was down in the ditch standing next to some 
two-foot-tall plants. It was a good thing they weren't any 
bigger. The farmer asked him what he was doing down there. 
He said he was looking for a camera part he had lost earlier in 
the day while photographing some flowers. The farmer acted 
a bit suspicious and told him to come back in the daylight. 
My friend, a bit suspicous himself of how much the farmer 
saw, left and never did return. 

] can’t emphasize enough how great it is to be working at 
night by the light of the full moon. It's so guiet and peaceful. 
If a car is approaching, you can hear it from miles away. If it 
really gets near, you can see where it’s going by its headlights. 
The full moon has been plenty of light for about 90 percent 
of my work. For the other ten percent I’ve used a flashlight. 

With so many creatures, especially man, sleeping, there’s a 
calm that dominates throughout the night. When Pm doing 
something as risky as growing cannabis on someone else’s 
land, that calm is the greatest of comfort to me. I forget 
about the risk and negative possibilities because there isn’t 
anyone or anything around to create that beginning spark of 
paranoia. The whole operation becomes a simple menial task. 
It’s the same as if I were out there growing carrots. 

The complete night from dusk to dawn is a reality that so 
few of us take the time to experience. I guess the reason 
being that there’s nothing for one to be doing all that time in 
the dark. It’s also usually cold. Growing cannabis gives you a 
good reason and when you’re moving you don’t notice the 
cold. Try it at night; I doubt if I will ever do it in the daylight 
again. 
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V 
THE RELATIONSHIP 


There is the plant and the planter; these two living things 
interacting create a relationship. How the planter relates to 
the plant will have much to do with how the plant relates to 
the planter. While in any kind of living relationship, one must 
be careful to relate in a positive way and not relate to the 
other party as an object of desire. Relating to a wife as a sex 
object has broken up many a marriage. To relate to a living 
cannabis as a future pipeload, a dollar sign, or an accomplish- 
ment of the planter, is to create illusion. A living cannabis is 
not any of the above. It’s simply a living plant that has needs 
very similar to those of a living human. 

Basically, a cannabis needs nourishment and love. Hope- 
fully you've placed the seed in a place where it can obtain its 
nourishment from the surrounding environment. A cannabis 
receives love from the life forms around it by being in har- 
mony and balance with them. The planter's love is needed 
too. This can be expressed in many ways: stroking its leaves 
or stems, saying nice things to it in a soft voice, singing it 
songs, playing it music, bringing it a little chicken shit as a 
special treat, etc. Love it and itll love you. 

I believe that the kind of energy with which the planter 
relates to the plant has a great impact upon the high which 
that plant creates. If you yell mean things at a plant, or 
as for that matter a child, throughout its growth, there’s a 
good chance that it’ll create mean or frightening situations in 
the future. It has interacted with you and therefore you have 
had an impact on it one way or another. Relate to it with 
positive energy and itll respond with the same, while it’s 
alive and while its being smoked. 


VI 
WATER 


The time, energy and risk involved in hand watering a wild 
cannabis weed leaves one with no easy, practical solution 
other than planting near a constant water source. Unless 
you live in a desert, a constant water source isn't that hard to 
find as long as you’re willing to look for it. Some examples 
are: irrigation ditches, creeks, streams, rivers, lakes, winter 
run-off ponds, springs, etc. If you’re in doubt as to whether 
the water will be there all summer, take a look around. If you 
see any 4 or 5-foot dead stocks from last year’s wild weeds, 
you can be pretty sure your wild weed will reach the same 
height. Perhaps you live in an area that gets a lot of summer 
rain and that can be your constant source. 

When planting near any flowing water source be sure to 
plant beyond the flood plain. The babies won't get washed 
away and the spring rains will more than likely keep your 
weeds alive long enough for their roots to reach the creek or 
river by summer. For places that have intense Spring sun and 
little rain, a few leaves thrown over your spot after planting 
will allow for more moisture. Even babies, newly sprouted, 
will last a couple of weeks without rain. As for irrigation 
ditches, be sure to plant at various levels. You don’t know 
until after the first year how high the farmer will fill the ditch. 

By letting your weeds reach for and drink water naturally, 
a strong, hearty weed has a better chance of growing. The 
weed is able to drink when and as much as it needs. When 
watering a weed, it is easy to overstuff, domesticate and 
make it lazy. The difference is comparable to the difference 
between a boar and a farmer’s sow. Whatever you do, don't 
kid yourself by thinking you’re helping your weeds out by 
watering them while they’re young. This causes surface roots 
rather than the deep roots they'll need to reach the water 
table during the summer. There is no need to return more 
than once to water your weeds. (The only times you may 
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need to water them is at planting time if the ground is not 
good and moist, and perhaps after three weeks, if it hasn't 
rained at all.) 


VII 
SUN 


The more sun the merrier; ten to twelve hours a day would 
be ideal if your water source is constant. If your water source 
is not so constant, or if your area gets very little spring rain, 
Td advise to plant a bit in the moist shade. This way your 
babies get a chance to sink their roots without being cooked 
dry in the earlier stages. Morning dew hangs around for a long 
time in the shade. In matter of fact, ۱ had a friend who grew 
his weeds almost entirely in the shade with their only water 
source being the morning dew and some occasional morning 
fog. Because of the lack of sunlight, they were tall, skinny 
and very sparce, but potent enought to make smoking them 
worthwhile. You'll have to calculate and experiment with the 
amount of sunlight in proportion to the amount of water 
available in your area. In other words, if you’re not planting 
right next to water, plant in several places that have varied 
amounts of sunlight and therefore moisture. 

One thing that should be taken into account when calcu- 
lating the amount of sun and shade is the sun’s apparent 
movement from east to west. You may need a road map or 
compass to calculate where you are as compared to the four 
corners. In what direction is your spot’s exposure? If it’s 
exposed to the south, it’s capable of getting all day sun. 
If it's exposed to the north, it’s capable of getting very little 
sun. If it’s exposed to the east, it’s capable of getting morning 
sun and losing it in the mid-afternoon. If it’s exposed to the 
west, it’s not going to see the sun until late morning and then 
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be capable of receiving sun until dark. So, figure out which 
direction your spot’s exposure is, then you’ll know how 
much sun it’s capable of receiving. 

Another thing that needs to be taken into account is the 
apparent movement of the sun’s path from south to north 
and vice-versa. The sun actually only moves exactly due 
east to due west a couple of days out of the entire year. The 
rest of the time, it’s moving at varying degrees from southeast 
to southwest or from northeast to northwest. 

A way of explaining the apparent movement of the sun’s 
path is to picture the surface you’re standing on as being flat 
from the south horizon to the north horizon. Remove all 
mountains and any obstructions in the way. This leaves you 
with a complete 180° from the south horizon to the north 
horizon. You’re standing person cuts this 180° into 90° 
south of you and 90° north of you. The sun will only be 
traveling in the southern 90°; so face that direction. On 
December 21st the noon sun will be at about 45° of that 
southern 90°, or halfway between the southern horizon and 
directly overhead. By June 21st, it will have traveled to about 
80° and then begin its return. At planting time (early spring), 
the noon sun will be at about 60°. The exact degrees will 
vary with how far north you individually are. 


MOVEMENT OF THE SUN’S PATH 
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The sun will be traveling most directly overhead on June 
21st. So, if you're planning to plant in the forest and your 
sunlight is coming through a space in the trees that is due 
south and there's no space in the trees overhead, you had 
best find another spot because it won't be coming through 
that hole for long. Or if you need some moist shade for your 
babies, you can plant somewhere where there's a bush, em- 
bankment, knoll, or pile of brush due south. This way your 
babies will receive more and more sunlight as the sun gets 
higher and higher in the sky. They'il have plenty of time to 
sink their roots in spring and hopefully be tall enough by late 
summer to reach beyond the shade as the sun’s path moves 
back south. 


VIII 
SEEDS 


Seeds cärry the potential of what your plants can develop 
into, the same as the sperm and egg carry the potential for 
each human. Two Greek parents are going to produce a 
Greek baby just as a Columbian seed is going to produce a 
Columbian baby. In both cases what happens to that baby 
after birth depends totally upon the environment around it. 
A Columbian baby grown in poor conditions will produce 
nothing better than “reg”. A Columbian baby grown in 
better conditions than its parents will produce a better 
smoke. The seed creates the potential; the environment 
creates the final results. 

Of course, I have become accustomed to using homegrown 
seeds; they are a far superior seed for my purpose than any 
other. A seed is like a time capsule that has been set to break 
open and grow when the environment around it reaches a 
certain temperature and moisture content, (among other 
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things). The parent plant provides its seeds with a timing 
device best suited for the climate in which the parent is 
growing. It expects its seeds to fall to the ground, not be 
shipped to some far off land with an entirely different 
climate. Because Pm growing it wild I want the seeds to be 
prepared for the climate conditions they’ll meet as seeds; 
therefore, homegrown seeds are my best bet. 

When one first starts out to grow wild sinsemilla, he will 
more than likely not have access to homegrown seeds. The 
most that can be done is to gather as many seeds as one 
can and plant them all. The percentage of those that sprout 
in a new environment will be far less than that of the home- 
grown seeds. 

I have never planted less than a half pound of seeds. The 
more seeds one plants the better the chances of a plentiful 
harvest. The environment has swallowed up at least ninety- 
five percent of all my crops. I expect it, and that is why I 
overplant so heavily. There are a lot of bugs, rodents, deer 
and people that have gotten high from my efforts. I’m glad to 
have been of service. I don’t want to kill away a lot of them 
so I can have more for myself. This is the practice of many 
modern farmers, not underground gardeners. We don’t create 
a battle with nature; instead we work on a give-and-take flow. 
Overplant: a half pound, a whole pound, two pounds, ten 
pounds. Just keep on planting until you are tired of it; then 
you know it’s time to stop. 


IX 
SPROUTING 


I have never heard of anyone witnessing a spring when 
the wild weeds sprouted and then were killed by a frost. Wild 
weeds are in close contact with Old Man Weather and know 
exactly when to come forth. Because your seeds are not con- 
ditioned to your climate, you should plant them in the spring 
after you see the other wild weeds sprout. This is when 1 take 
my seeds, unsprouted, and stick them in the ground, and never 
have I had a frost kill any of them. 

If you don’t feel comfortable with this method, there are 
other ways to check for the start of the growing season: 
check the almanac; check the agricultural weather report. 
Ask at a seed store or nursery. Ask the county agent. Ask an 
old weathered local. Check to see if people are planting their 
gardens, etc. If people in the area are planting their fragile 
vegies, you can be sure it is, at least, time to plant a hearty, 
wild weed. 

I never sprout my seeds before planting. I advise against 
anyone who is planting wild cannabis to do so. A cannabis 
weed begins to adjust to its environment as soon as it begins 
to sprout. If a weed is being sprouted and grown in some 
controlled and protected environment and then moved to an 
outdoor environment with different soil, sunlight, moisture, 
wind and air conditions, its chances of making the proper 
adjustment at such a vulnerable age are slim indeed. It’s like 
taking an eight year old child, who has been protected and 
nourished by his parents, and sticking him out in the wilds by 
himself. What chance does he have to make it? If this isn’t 
convincing enough, picture yourself carrying a box full of 
potted plants. If the occasion should arise it’s a hard thing to 
conceal; there’s no reason to go to such a hassle or to take 
such a chance. Just stick the seeds in the ground and leave 
the certainty of them being sprouted up to Mother, to whom 
hopefully you’ve been so respectful. 
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OLD WEATHERED LOCAL 
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X 
PLANTING 


Now that spring has sprung, it's time to find a companion 
and go forth tothe heart of Mother’s bosom. It’s nice if one’s 
companion is of the opposite sex; that way there will hope- 
fully be a complete balance of human energy present. Having 
someone to share the joyous experience with and working 
with a complete balance are the two main reasons for a 
companion. An individual by himself is more likely to blow 
it in one way or another because of personality inadequacies. 
If there are two people present, hopefully one will be able to 
fill the other’s inadequacies and vice-versa. This way if one is 
very prone to releasing anger, the other can handle the 
situation if the farmer should arrive pissed-off. Or, if one is 
prone towards greed, the other can be a reminder that you’re 
there to grow naturally that which you need, not to attempt 
to fill the bottomless abyss of greed. I see a companion as a 
somewhat needed balance for the total success of the end- 
eavor — not saying it can’t be done without one. 

Other needed items are: a good short-handled hoe or fold- 
down shovel; map or compass; gardening gloves: food and 
water; seeds; a relaxed mood; this book; if it’s been dry, an 
instrument for watering; and a disguise to denote your 
innocence. To cover up for the hoe you had best go with my 
favorite: a naturalist in search of wild edible plants and roots. 

When looking for a good planting area, there are a few 
things that need to be taken into consideration. The first is 
water and sun, which I previously explained. Another thing is 
to check for livestock. You don’t want an area where they 
might be stomping or chewing around. Also, check to make 
sure there are other wild weeds growing in the area. If there 
are just permanent bushes and trees around, the area is 
probably not suitable for wild weeds. Lastly, be sure that the 
area feels good to you. If you have any paranoid or unsure 
feelings about the area, plant somewhere else. Feelings are 
sometimes a body mechanism that can pick up outside 
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vibrations that the rest of the body is unable to sense. So, 
don't ignore them. 

If all systems are “Go”, the next step is to perform a 
Simple Simon's Soil Test. Chop into the dirt and grab a hunk. 
If it’s wet, squeeze it and see if it molds together like clay. If 
it’s dry, break it apart and see if it powders up or stays in 
hard hunks. If it molds together or stays in hard hunks, 
there’s too much clay. If it falls apart or powders up, check 
the color. If it’s a dark rich color, you’re standing on some 
primo soil. 

If it’s lighter, it’s not as primo. Now, look to make sure it 
doesn’t have an excessive amount of rocks; a bit of sand is 
fine. That's all you need to do; after all, you'll only be 
planting a wild weed. 


FEELINGS PICKING UP VIBRATIONS 


55 


Pick a spot in the area and check the position of the sun. 
Imagine the path it’s currently taking and will be taking up to 
June 21st. This is where you might need a map or compass to 
figure out where the sun will be rising and setting throughout 
the season. Imagine where your weed will stand; is there any- 
thing in the way that's gonna give you more shade than you 
want? If there's a tree in the way, don't forget it’s very likely 
to fill with leaves. (A dead tree’s branches will snap; a live 
one’s will bend.) Now, imagine where your seven foot high 
and five foot wide weed will stand when mature. Is itin plain 
sight of the police station or a well traveled road, etc. So 
many people freak and pull up their weeds before maturity 
because of their size. 

If it still seems like a good spot after you've seen with your 
mind's eye all that needs to be imagined, clear a spot about 
the size of a couple square feet. I find the best way to clear is 
to first whack away the existing plant life at ground level. 
Then, turn the bare spot that remains, going about seven 
inches deep. This way you’ve mostly removed the possibility 
of other plants starting back up, and you don’t have to work 
around any obstacles. Level the spot and crush the soil on 
top. Stick two or three seeds down in about a half inch and 
cover. Do this about ten times for each spot. Another way of 
doing it is to lightly sprinkle about twenty-five seeds on the 
level spot and then crumble about a half-inch of soil over 
them. If available and needed, sprinkle a bit of water on the 
spot. Then if needed, cut the tops off the wild weeds sur- 
rounding your spot in order to give your babies an equal 
chance at receiving sunlight and space. 

You’re through there. So now, move a short ways away 
and plant another spot. Each spot should be, at least, ten feet 
away from any other and not in a row. This allows the area 
to keep that growing wild effect in case of any observers. I 
usually plant about 25 spots to each area and then drive to a 
new area. I advise you to plant, at least, three or more 
different areas to compensate for the 90 to 95 percent 
fatality rate. This way if something totally destroys one area, 
you have two or more to fall back on. Overplant and there 
will almost always be something left for you after everything 
else gets through taking its toll. It takes at least a quarter 
pound of seeds to overplant properly. 
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XI 
THE TWO-VISIT PLAN 


Now that you’ve had a wonderful weekend cruising around 
in the luxury of Mother’s bosom, go home and forget about 
the future giants. There is no reason for letting them drain 
your mind energy when there is nothing that needs to be 
done. Because the marijuana spirit loves to play in mind 
space, it has a great tendency to yell, “Wolf!”, in order to get 
attention. You don’t need to listen to it as long as you’re 
willing to leave its care up to Mother, who, by now, should 
be including your needs as equal with any of Her other loyal 
subjects’ needs. 

To make the grower’s work pure and simple, I’ve devised a 
two-, a three- and a four-visit plan. The two-visit plan would 
be one visit to put the seeds in and the other to pick the 
mature weeds at the end of the growing season. This may 
seem a bit absurd to you; but it can really work. My previous 
experiences prove its validity. It seems that just about every 
year, I harvest some mature weeds I never even knew had 
come up. Measuring by weight, Fd say that one-half of my 
harvest, over the past five years, has come from plants I 
hadn’t seen since seed. In many cases the cannabis I was 
taking close care of never made it to my rolling papers. So, if 
you work and play pretty hard and don’t have the time or 
energy to return but at the end of the season, don’t fret. You 
still have a good chance of harvesting a couple pounds of 


- good seeded cannabis as long as you've overplanted. 
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XH 
THE THREE-VISIT PLAN 


The three-visit plan includes: planting, harvesting, and 
returning around three-quarters of the way through the 
growing season to pick the males and pinch the huge sun 
leaves from the females. Without male pollen the female will 
produce some very super-sappy, seedless, primo buds 
comparable to the best money can buy. 

Timing is very important with this visit because the male 
shows his face and sends out pollen all within a few days. 
There is no positive way to tell a male from a female until 
this time. The males will be flowering and produce drooping, 
little green pods in small and large groups. Soon these pods 
will turn white and begin to open. Upon opening one can see 
that the male flower is the same as any other flower. It has 
small white petals that merge before reaching the base. In the 
center there are little yellow stamens. When the male is 
mature and half covered with flowers the female will be, at a 
glance, showing no outward signs of maturity or of repro- 
ductive organs. The female really has no flower at all in the 
conventional sense of the word. When she matures she 
produces little white tentacles on the tips of all her branches 
in order to catch some male pollen. Some tentacles will be 
present at the time of male maturity but can only be seen 
upon close inspection. There is such a thing as a hermaphro- 
dite (male/female plant); but I have only heard of them 
growing in crowded greenhouses. In such a case, it would be 
best to pick it in order to prevent it from spreading pollen to 
any females. 

My area’s growing season is from March 15 to November 
15. That's a total of eight months. The males mature between 
September Ist and the 15th depending upon the weather. 
The 15th is exactly three-quarters of the way through the 
season. To be safe you may want to visit a couple of weeks 
before three-quarter time. What actually happens is that the 
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MALE CANNABIS AT THREE-OUARTER TIME 
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FEMALE CANNABIS AT THREE-OUARTER TIME 
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plants begin to feel the shorter, cooler days arriving. This 
causes them to get on with reproducing so as to have the 
seeds ready before the first heavy frost. 

By removing the males before pollination has occurred, 
you have removed the possibility of the females ever seeding. 
For without pollen, there can be no seeds. The female sticks 
her first few tentacles out when the male is flowering. From 
this stage on, a female’s life-driving force is to pick up pollen, 
create seeds, and thereby reproduce. If this reproductive urge 
is not being fulfilled, the female will pour all the energy she 
can muster into producing huge, super sappy, seedless buds 
with endless sticky tentacles reaching for the sky in hopes of 
a bit of pollen. She'll produce like this until menopause at 
which time the tentacles will begin to shrink and tum red. 

A female always manages to pick up a bit of pollen. You 
can expect at least 25 seeds from each plant. Because the 
grower has been the main cause of her mostly unfertile 
condition, it is his reponsibility to see that at least one of her 
seeds germinates and grows. To deny her propagation would 
be totally out of balance with Mother. 

By making a female nearly seedless, you are increasing her 
smoking potency ten-fold. This can make your female buds a 
comparable smoke to any Thai or Hawaiian sinsemilla. Their 
growers also remove the males at this time. The only dif- 
ference will be that your homegrown will be especially 
adapted to your area and you, the grower. You are part of 
the environment your female has adapted herself to. 

There’s a good chance that you won't reach the males right 
on time; therefore some of the females will have been pollin- 
ated. To remedy the situation the females need to be pinched. 


` This involves removing all the tentacled tips at the end of 


each branch. This will remove the fertilization that has taken 
place. Don't pinch off the tentacled tips if you reach the 
males before their flowers open. It’ll cause the loss of about a 
week of bud growth. 

Whether pollination has occurred or not, it’s still a good 
idea to remove all the huge sun leaves at the base of each 
branch. This allows more life energy for the developing bud. 
The huge sun leaves are at least twice the size of the pair of 
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PINCHING AT THREE-QUARTER TIME 
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leaves just above it on the branch. The main purpose of these 
sun leaves is to get the branch started; so its loss is no big 
thing. When removing it, leave a small stub. 

When harvesting the males, I cut them down with shears 
and gently remove them from the scene. I advise against 
pulling them up. The jerking may send pollen out and the 
root system may be intertwined with a female, if there’s one 
next to it. Carefully and tightly wrap the males in a bag or 
tarp, take them home and smoke them. They'll get you high; 
but you won’t fly. For something different, snort some of 
the pollen. 


XIII 
THE FOUR-VISIT PLAN 


The four-visit plan includes the three-visit plan and return- 
ing half of the way through the growing season to pinch, thin 
and weed your cannabis. This means you'd visit at planting 
time, half-time, three-quarter time and at the end of the grow- 
ing season for the female harvest. 

At half-time, your weeds should be somewhere between 
two and three feet tall with about six or eight branches 
growing off of the main stem. Pinch off the little leaf cluster 
at the tip of each branch including the top of the main stem. 
Pinching these clusters, at this time, will cause greater branch 
growth. Two branches will grow from each pinched tip. 
Because you've halted the branch’s vertical growth by pinch- 
ing its growing tip, branches will begin to grow at the bases of 
the leaves lower on the branch. By your three-quarter time 
visit, you'll have two times more branches than the unpinched 
cannabis. The more branches a cannabis has, the more buds 
it'll have. It takes a branch to produce each bud. 
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PINCHING AT HALF-TIME 
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As before, the second stage of pinching is removing the 
huge sun leaves at the base of each branch. Once again. this 
allows more life energy to go to the branch, rather than 
about half of it being diverted to the huge sun leaf which is 
no longer needed. Smoke those sun leaves; they’re delicious! 

Pinching adds to the strength of your weed, though pinch- 
ing causes a temporary set-back. The weed learns how to 
overcome difficulty and expands into new directions return- 
ing bigger and stronger than ever. I guess it’s the same for 
people; for each difficulty they overcome, they expand into 
new directions returning a stronger and better person from it. 
So when you get pinched, remember it’s for the expansion of 
your own growth. 

Now that you’ve got your weeds all pinched back, it’s time 
to thin. Thinning is done for the purpose of filling your spot 
with one huge female rather than a clump of both sexes. A 
Marijuana weed’s environment is the determining factor of its 
sex; and males dig crowded conditions. I have found that if 
there’s only one weed to a spot, it’s got a 90% or better 
chance of becoming a female. The weed wishes to propagate 
its species, as is the case with all living matter on this planet. 
A male alone cannot do this, but a female can if she can just 
pick up a bit of pollen out of the air. Therefore a lone weed 
almost always becomes a female. By removing all your plants 
from around the strongest, you allow her more sun, water, soil 
and air. Therefore, she is able to reach her full potentiality. 

Because you’ve temporarily stunted your weed’s vertical 
growth by pinching, the surrounding plants have a good 
chance of overtaking it during the following months. Remove 
the tops of those plants that seem most likely to get in the 
way of your weed’s growth and sunlight. Be gentle and caring 
with those other plants; otherwise, you'll have a very notice- 
able mess. Keep in mind that any plant with flowers, seed 
pods or any sort of reproductive unit won't be growing any 
bigger because it’ll be putting all its energy into reproduction. 
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XIV 
ADDED VISITS 


In the previous sections, I have described a visiting pro- 
cedure that allows the planter to be harvesting cannabis on 
each visit but the first; maximum yield with minimum effort. 
Many times special conditions will arise that will make an 
added visit quite advantageous. A couple of these would be: 
as previously mentioned, returning three weeks after planting 
to water, if your weeds are receiving a lot of direct sun and 
there has been no rain. Another condition would be if you 
planted in a very plush and green area where the other 
weeds are growing like mad. Then, you might want to return 
after a month to uncover your babies. 

An added visit that doesn’t need any special conditions 
would be returning at a quarter of the way through the 
growing season to weed, thin-down to three plants per spot, 
and if they’re at least a foot high, pinch. Use the same two 
techniques described in, “The Four-Visit Plan”. 

At this time, I wish to caution you about more than six 
visits. The more you’re around your weeds, the more chance 
you have of being seen and having people wonder what 
you’re doing out there. Also, the more you're around your 
weeds, the more they'll scream for more of your energy. If 
you let them, they'll have you coming to visit every two 
weeks throughout the season, even though there is very little 
or nothing you can do to help. 
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XV 
FEEL SAFE AND YOU’LL BE SAFE 


Before harvesting any cannabis including the leaf from 
your pinchings, check to see how safe you feel. You should 
take the needed precautions if you have any doubt as to your 
complete safety. If you feel you’re anywhere your weed 
might have been seen, perform a fake harvest before the real 
thing. This simply means filling a sack full of wild plants and 
strolling back to your car with a shit eating grin on your face. 
If you’ve kept in close harmony with your area, your body 
will feel any strange, out-of-balance situations. No matter 
what, don’t do anything that doesn’t feel correct. If you have 
any doubts, find a precaution that will abolish the doubt. 

Once, the feelings I picked up were so scary that I pulled a 
fake at night and drove six miles to make sure it wasn’t a 
trap. Who’s to say, perhaps if I hadn’t spent all that time 
being cautious, I would’ve wound up in the wrong place at 
the wrong time. Another time the feelings were so mellow 
that Í drove right up to a six-footer in broad daylight, cut it 
down, threw it in my trunk and felt no paranoia at all. 

There are two sources that can create fear: that which is 
outside a person and that which is inside. If it’s from outside, 
the body is the receiver and sends a “red alert” to the mind. If 
the mind doesn’t take heed and proper action, then there is a 
good chance that the body will find itself in a danger situa- 
tion. If fear is created from the inside (the mind), then the 
only danger lies within and the outside is safe. I have not yet 
been able to distinguish between fear created from within 
and fear created from without. Therefore, I must heed both 
and take the proper precautions to feel safe whenever fear 
appears. 

Perhaps you are more aware and can distinguish between 
the two. If so, you can save the time and energy needed by 
precautions inside fear creates. If not, you had best take the 
proper precautions to feel safe whenever fear appears. Don’t 
ever get in such a big hurry that you don’t have time enough 
to take the precautions that will make you feel completely 
safe. 67 


XVI 
HARVESTING THE FEMALES 


At the end of the growing season many of the tentacles on 
the sinsemilla will turn red and wither; this is the sign that it’s 
time to harvest. A light frost won’t hurt them but a heavy 
one will ruin them. Be alert and don’t wait too long. 

Check out the feeling of the area; take any needed pre- 
cautions and harvest. By the time you reach your weeds, 
they should be bent over with the weight of their buds. I 
always cut them down with shears rather than pulling them 
up. This eliminates the element of dirt with my buds. I have 
never found it advantageous to pack the female harvest into 
any kind of bag. The buds get squished and the bags get nu- 
merous because of the space taken up by the many branches 
pointing in various directions. When it comes time to pack 
them in the trunk, a lot of bags can be pretty awkward to fit 
in a given space. I just grab them at the base of their stems 
and throw them over my shoulder to carry them. Then, I set 
them in my trunk which has a tarp already laid down, and lay 
a blanket over them. 

On the way home, don’t open your trunk for anyone, 
especially on the request of a snoopy cop. Legally a cop has 
no right to open anyone’s trunk; but if you do it upon his 
request, then it’s your mistake. In that case, you can be held 
responsible for its contents. Know your rights. 
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XVII 


PRESERVING THE PRECIOUS PRETTIES 


Rome wasn’t built and sinsemilla doesn’t dry in one day. I 
had a friend who believed it could dry overnight. I gave him 
his pick of all my buds one year. He took the big beauty 
home, hung it next to the heater and went to bed. Upon 
waking the next morning, he took a shit and then smoked his 
quick-dried bud. It took him no time at all to realize that he 
might just as well have smoked the tissue paper he wiped his 
brain with. Sinsemilla needs to be dried properly and with 
due respect. 

The proper way is to hang your weeds upside down in a 
place where they will receive no direct sun. The intensity of 
sunlight will cause important potent parts to decompose. It 
can also cause the outside to become crisp while the inside 
stays damp. This outside crispness also occurs if the drying 
temperature is too high. They should be dried at about 70° 
for about.four days. Check the dryness by rolling and smok- 
ing one. The best state for preservation of sinsemilla is just 
barely dry enough to roll and smoke without having any 
runners (uneven burning). 

Don't get it crispy dry, otherwise it'll store poorly and fall 
apart easily. After drying remove all the sun leaves, for their 
potency is far inferior to the bud. This is quite obvious when 
one sees the crystals of THC covering the bud as compared to 
the parched appearance of the sun leaves. 

Freezing dried marijuana is something I have never tried. 
(I’ve never had a freezer that worked.) I have friends though, 
that freeze every harvest and swear to its increased potency. 
They say freezing adds some kind of molecule to the pot that 
makes it more potent. Try it, if it sounds good to you. 
Perhaps this is the answer to turning your grand-daughter on 
to 78’s harvest. 
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XVIII 


DESTRUCTION AND DETERMINATION 


There's a chance that your giants will be destroyed before 
time to harvest or that they'll have only grown into midgets. 
This is where the power of determination comes into the act. 
It's time to remember all those other spots you planted 
where nothing came up. Go back and check them. 

One half of the weight of my entire harvest over the past 
five years has come from weeds I found upon checking old 
spots for the last time. My first successful year, that's where 
my entire harvest came from. So check those old spots out. 

Perhaps because of you and the elements in your area, 
you'll wind up with only a few ounces of sinsemilla. That's 
not much “reg”, but but is quite a bit of sinsemilla — at least 
four months’ worth, if used with proper respect. Perhaps you 
feel you’ve wasted your T.V. time for so little. Well, you will 
have wasted your time if you throw away what you've 
learned this season. 

A great harvest is not something which magically appears. 
It takes knowledge of all the elements involved to produce a 
great harvest. Knowledge starts from a seed, which I hope 
this book will be. From the seed, the first step is built. If 
after having taken the first step, you give up, then you 
wasted invested energy and gained knowledge. But if after 
taking the first step this season, you decide to take a second 
step next season, then your harvest should become greater, 
along with your invested energy and knowledge. So in the 
end, the knowledge you grow becomes the sinsemilla you 
reap. 
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XIX 


PAMPERED PLANTS AND GREENHOUSES 


Perhaps you have a spot or greenhouse where you can 
grow marijuana and really pamper it. If so, here are a few 
pampering hints: 

A.The Sex of the Seed 

If you have a greenhouse, you can determine the sex of 
a seed by sprouting it in mid-December. At least by mid- 
February, it should be about a foot tall and producing 
flower pods (male) or white tentacles (female). This will 
only happen when the plant can feel the winter outside, 
but is yet kept from the severe cold. 

The plant knows that this is the time of year it’s sup- 
posed to be at the mature stage of its cycle. So it 
matures the first possible chance it can. At this point, 
you can remove the males and just have young females 
remaining. When spring hits, the female’s bud will die 
and she’ll move right into the growing and branching 
stage. Now, this is no guarantee that in autumn you will 
have a female. 

It is simply a way to determine the sex of the seed. The 
environment can still be the determining factor from 
there. Don’t forget, males dig crowded conditions. 

B. Extensive Pinching 

You can pinch your plants as often as every month, 
using the procedure I have previously mentioned. But 
remember, don’t pinch anything under a foot tall. 

The one hazard of extensive pinching is weak branch 
junctions. When the buds get heavy, two branches that 
come together to a “V” can easily pull away from each 
other and cause a split. So before this occurs, wind 
twine all around the “V”. This gives the two branches 
more support at their bases and they'll learn to bend 
together rather than separate. 
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C. Maximum Female Harvest 


A female plant is no more potent than a male until she 
begins to mature. As she progresses through unfertilized 
maturity, her buds get bigger and jucier. When a bud on 
the end of a branch has reached its maximum growth, 
the white tentacles will start to turn red and wither. At 
this time, you can pick that entire bud, thereby stim- 
ulating the growth of lower buds on the same branch. 
This way all the lower buds have a chance to reach their 
maximum potential growth. 


D. The Multi-Year Plant 


A marijuana plant can grow for several years if kept in a 
controlled environment. In this case, you don't cut off 
any buds until the beginning of spring. The plant will 
reach complete maturity in late autumn and hold that 
condition throughout winter. When spring arrives, she 
will start sending out branches again. This is when you 
remove the buds and leave the new branches. They’ll 
expand out and double the plant’s size and yield by 
next autumn. The smoke won’t be any better the 
second year, but you'll have one hell of a head start on a 
seed. 
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FLYING FANTASIES OF FUTURE FINDS 


Well, I think I’ve pretty well covered everything I know 
about growing cannabis. What I have said is definitely not 
the first word on the subject and hopefully not the last. 
There are endless directions the cannabis gardener can 
proceed to from here. There is grafting, selective pollination, 
and many other ways of blending two plants in hopes of 
bringing the best qualities of each into one. There are a great 
many books that can explain such theories and procedures. I 
guess, the newest experiment is grafting a hops plant to a 
cannabis root. The result is a hops plant that gets you high; 
one you can’t get busted for. This is just one direction. 

It takes creativity to begin anything or to take anything 
farther than it has already been taken. Creativity starts with 
a thought. If the thinker likes the thought enough, he at- 
tempts to create the thought in physical reality. If he 
succeeds, he’s got a fact (one physical result). If he fails, he’s 
got new knowledge to build new thoughts on. Either way he 
comes out of the situation more knowledgeful. 

The current social structure of America has creativity 
pushed out to the outer realm of the atmosphere. There is no 
place or any need for it in the structure. 

Many members of our society cook their meals out of 
boxes rather than being creative with a variety of ingredients. 
When members do cook from scratch, they use a recipe 
rather than creative thought. Jobs are usually a task that 
needs to be performed one way and one way only. There is 
no room for creating new ways and trying them out. Enter- 
tainment is provided and needs not to be created by the 
individual. The greatest example of this is television. Tele- 
vision destroys creative thought the instant it’s turned on. 
From that point on, creativity need not be used to create 
what next to do. 
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I am more than glad to see the evolution of man slowly 
moving away from a trend of uncreativity. My writing this 
book has been a great creative source for me. Now I hope it 
can be a creative seed for you. I have proven to myself and 
friends that sinsemilla comparable to the very best can be 
grown wild. Take my word for it; and prove it to yourself 
and your friends. 


Note 
The author invites readers to relate experiences in growing 
cannabis in the wilds of their area for use in future editions. 
Please address all comments or inquiries to Adam Seed, Box 
794, Healdsburg, California, 95448, where copies of this 
manual may be obtained for $3.50. postage paid. 
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